BARBARIAN STORIES

She felt his eyes on her, looking her up and down,
guessing at what was hidden; he shook his head:
'You put too high a price on yourself.'

'Does she?' asked Yanivi, and then, sharply,
'Lallek, dance! Dance for your father!' She called
to the dwarfs and their music called to Lallek, who
moved in time to it into the lighted centre of the room.
'You are a bird/ called Yanivi, 'a bird over a wide
field.' And she danced a swallow skimming the light
air among its fellows. 'There is a hawk! Take care,
swallow, he sees you!' And fast the sunshine emptied
of swallows - all but one. 'He is above you, he
strikes!* and the swallow's wings dropped helpless and
the hawk's claws were in her heart. Soogal Sorsh
stooped over Lallek, his mouth a little open and his
eyes bright. 'You spoke truth,' he said to Yanivi.

'They must be free first!' cried Lallek, springing
back out of his reach, and Yanivi stepped between
them.

'They must, must they!' said Soogal Sorsh, 'I don't
think so, my swallow, I am going to have you on my
own terms. You say No? Try and draw your sword,
then.' Her sword was magicked and would not leave
the scabbard; he caught her arm past Yanivi and drew
her towards him; he was stronger than she thought.

'Listen!' she panted, *I have a magic of my own -
a Mountain magic! I can turn myself into a black
stone, and I will unless you let me go!'

'Yes,' said Yanivi, knowing the lie it was, cthat's as'
true as her dancing* How would you like a black
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